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ing supper. He grabs me from behind, carries me to the bedroom,
slams the door with an elbow and throws me on the bed. He then
complains I am cold to him. Cold? Cold doesn't half describe it. Of-
ten Hal makes me feel as though I wasn't even alive but was one of
those department-store dummies. I'm glad I am too unwell for any
more of Hal's kind of love. I hope I stay that way.
Since I can remember, I have wanted and searched for love.
Real love, true love. My sisters and brother found love. All of them
are handsome and of normal size. I am the sole exception. I am
only 4 feet, 11 inches tall. People, men especially, those with ideas
in mind, have called me pretty. My hair and my features are pretty
to me, I guess; my size is hideous. If I'd been an inch or so shorter
I could have got a job as a circus midget. My father used to say
he should put me in a side show with the fat lady and the other
freaks, Then all of them at home would laugh. As a child I was
called the runt of the litter. Everybody teased and made fun of me,
Everybody was stronger. My sisters and brother could lift me like a
feather, We had a window seat in our house, a kind of hollow stor-
age box, with a hinged lid. They would put me in the box, lower the
lid, and sit on it just to hear me struggle to get out, scream in fear,
and cry. When finally I learned to stop struggling and crying, they
played the game no more.
At about twelve or thirteen I acquired the hope I might grow
to be 5 feet tall. I thought 5-foot people were different from me.
Sometimes I still think so. Anyway, I drew a secret 5-foot mark in
crayon on the basement wall. Each day after school I would hurry
to my basement corner and stand on tiptoe and stretch and stretch
and try to force myself to grow up to be as high as my secret mark,
Then one afternoon my mother caught me at the stretching, and
she laughed. She passed the story to my father—he died later that
same year but was sick so long I can scarcely remember him—and
he laughed, too.
I wasn't overly fond of my father. My mother worked to the drop-
ping point because of his sickness and so little money coming in and
all us kids. I was not a good child. I used to wish my father would

